SONG                               91

And those amorous sweets that He

Scatter'd in each neighbouring part,

Find a passage to your heart;                               10

Then you '11 confess your mortal sight

Too weak for such a glorious light:

For if her graces you discover,

You grow, like me, a dazzPd lover:

But if those beauties you not spy,                         15

Then are you blinder far than I.

SONG

TO   MY   MISTRESS,   I   BURNING  IN   LOVS

I BURN, and cruel you in vain

Hope to quench me with disdain;

If from your eyes those sparkles came

That have kindled all this flame,

What boots it me, though now you shroud             5

Those fierce comets in a cloud?

Since all the flames that I have felt

Could your snow yet never melt:

Nor can your snow, though you should take

Alps into your bosom, slake                                  10

The heat of my enamoured heart.

But, with wonder, learn Love's art:

No seas of ice can cool desire,

Equal flames must quench Love's fire.

Then think not that my heat can. die,                   15

Till you burn, as well as I.

SONG

TO  HER  AGAIN,   SHE  BURNING IN   A  FEVER

Now she burns, as well as I,

Yet my heat can never die;

She burns that never knew desire,

She that was ice, she now is fire.

She whose cold heart chaste thoughts did arm

So as Love's flames could never warm

The frozen bosom where it dwelt,

She burns, and all her beauties melt*